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Second Letter from John Sprockett to Sophia Starling, 
After She Has Informed Him of Her Imminent Marriage
by Robert Cooperman
Miss Starling,
I’ve read your letter 
a hundred times now, if once, 
and have something to add:
I may be a murderer and a drunk,
but I’m no fool—
underneath all your pretty,
sad words of farewell
is shame for a dirty killer
who could spout poetry,
and so, surprised you
that I wasn’t a screaming savage
who danced on my victims
and swallowed their hearts whole;
Shame for loving the rough things 
we did in places you’d never set 
a dainty foot in again; 
shame that people who love 
to stir trouble like a pot of beans 
will scotch your easy life 
of kissing clean, pretty kids; 
shame for still wanting me 
but afraid to think of yourself 
as a brute’s woman 
and that you’ll have to moum me 
sooner than late, 
dead in a dirty street 
or saw-dusted saloon—
To leave you grief-wild 
and knowing that love 
can’t help you forget 
and be magically swept off 
to a soft English gentleman 
who’d make you feel safe 
when you yawned boredom, 
who’d not ask embarrassing questions 
about your tearful dreams.
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